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O H! FOB A HOME BESIDE T HE HI LLS 


Music by I. B . Woodbury. 
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For a secluded life I sigh_ 

My soul detests the strife: 

The heavy air and dusty sky, 

And the cares of city life.-_ 

To mingle with the bustling throng, 

I feel I was not made; 

For when I hear the wild-wood song, 
Grandeur my soul pervade! 

Oh! for a home, Ac . 
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I feel at home, when I can stray 
In sunny glens and woods, 

And see the ripling streams, that play 

Amid the solitudes:_ 

1 love to linger all alone, 

And feel the gentle breeze; 

In music sweet, its mournful tones 
Plays Mnong the whispering trees. 

Oh! for a home, Ac 
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A life among the hills I ask,_ 

(Oh, listen to my prayer!) 

That I may in the sunshine bask, 
With friends and kindred there; 
Where night and morning, I can feel, 

A peace and Jove to all._ 

With not a care my joys to steal, 
’Till Thou shall for me call! 

Oh! for a home, Ac. 
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